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Inquiring into the MoTrves that might induce 
him in his SATYRIcar Works, to be fo 
frequently fond of Mr. C1zBxR's Name. 
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SER. er N er 
8 you * for Freral Years, paſt Cn, 
larly in your Poetical Works) mentioned 
my Name, without my deſiring it; give 
me leave, at laſt, to make my due Compli- 
ments to Yours in Proſe, which I ſhould not 
chooſe to 7 5 but that I am really driven to it (as the 
Puff in the Play- Bill ſays) At the Defire of ſeveral W | 
C Quality... ,, __ + 

Ie T have lain ſo long ſtoically Glent, or unmindful of 
your ſatirical Favours, it was not ſo much for want ofa. 
proper Reply, as that I never thought they needed a public 
one: For all People of Senſe would know, what Truth or 
Falſhood there was in what you have ſaid of me, without 
my wiſely pointing it out to them, Nor did I chuſe to 
follow. your Example of being fo much a Self-Tormenter, 
as tobe concerned at whatever Opinion of me any publiſhed 
B lavective 
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| the new Dunciad have made to it: For though, in that 


dis many by-gone Years of Defamation. But pray, Gen- 
bimfelf by it; hy then ſhould I give my ſelſ the Frpuble 


been libelled by our Dafly- aper Seriblers, Inever was fo 


eininent an Author to juſtify my equal Contempt of 


tor the particular Armilement of my Acquaintance, they 
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: iavective == infüle into People unknown! 70 me: E en 


the Malicious, though they may like the Libel, do not 


always believe it. But ſince the Publication of your laſt 


new Dunciad (where you fill ſeem to enjoy your 16 
often repeated Glory of being bright upon my Dulneſs) my 
Friends now infiſt, that it will be thought Dulneſs indeed, 

or a plain Confeſſion of my being # Bankrupt in Wit, it! 
do not immediately znfwer thoſe Bills of Piſcredit you 
have. dra wn upon me: For, ſay they, your dealing with 
him, like a Gentleman, in your Apology for your vn 
Life, c. you ſee has had no ſenfible Effect upon him, 
as appears by the wrong- headed Reply his Notes upon 


Apology you ſeem to have offered him 2 friendly releaſe 
of all Damages, vet as it is plain he ſcorns to accept it, 
by his ſtill holding you at Defiance with freſh Abuſes, 
you have an indiſputable Right to reſume that Diſcharge, 
and may now, as juſily as ever, call him to account for 
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tlemen, ſaid 1, if, as you ſeem to believe, his Defamation 
has more of Malice than Truth in it, does he not blacken 


to prove, what You,” and the World are already con- 
vinced of? and ſince after near twenty Years having 


hurt as to give them one ſingle Anfwer, why would you 
haveme feem tobe more lorenow than at anyotherTime? 

As to thoſe dull] F ellows, they granted my Silence was 
night; yet they Fold not but think Mr. Pope was too 


bim; and that a Diſgrace, from ſuch à Pen, might flick 
upon me to Poſterity In fine, that though J could not 
de rouzed' from my Indifference, in regard to myſelf, yet 


deſired 
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defired L, [would enter. t the 1 5 with vou; notwithſtand- 
ug 1, am under the Diſadvantage, of having only the 
blunt and weak. Weapon of Proſe, to ; oppale. vou, or 
defend, mydelf, againſt the Sharpneſs of Verſe, and that 
in the Hand of ſo redoubted an Author as Mr. Pepe. 
Their fpiriting me up to this unequal 1 
I doubt is but an ill Compliment to my+Skill, or my Dis 
eration ; or, at beft; ſeems but to put me upon 4 Level 
with a famdus Hoxet at the Heat- Garden, called Rugged 
and Towgh, who would ſtand being drubb'd for Hours tos 
gether, till wearying out his Antagoniſt by the repeated 
Labour of laying him on, and by keeping his own Wind 
(like the Roman Combatant of old) honeſt Rugged ſome- 
times Came off victorious, All I can promiſe therefore, 
fince Jam. ſtript for the Combat, is, that I will ſo far 
imitate this Iron- headed Hero (as the Turks called the 
late King of Sweden) as always to. keep my Temper, as 
be did his Wind, and that while I haye. Life, or am able 
to ſet Pen to Paper, | I will now, Sit, have the laſt Word 
vith you: For let the Odds of your, Wit be never ſo 
great, or. its Pen dipt in whatever Venom it may, while 
I am conſcious you can ſay nothing truly of me, that 
ought to put an honeſt Man to. the {Th what, in God's 
Name, can L have to fear from vou] Ks to the 855 
tation of my Attempts, in Poetry, that has taken ies 
long ago, and can now no more be leſſened by your col 
contempt, than it can be raiſed, by yout warmeſt Com- 
mendation, were you inclined to give it any: Every 
Man's Work muff and will akvays ſpeak For, or Againſt 
itlelf, Whilſt” it has à remaining Reader in the World. 


to be Fed, than tõ be Famous, and fince my Writings 
fill give me a Dinner, do you rhyme me out of my 


Al I hall ay then as to that Point, is, that I wrote mdte 


Stomach if you can, And Town myſelf fo contented a 


wx 


Opera, where ſitting with a filent Deſire to hear a fi- 


that valuable Character, which your Works, without 
your own commendatory Notes upon them, might have 
maintained, Laus propria ſordet, is a Line we learn in 


* ſay of another Perſon, viz. 


Howe eafily: now can you ſee the Folly in another, which 
2 yourſelf are id. fond of ? Why; Sir, the very Jea- 
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Dunce, that I would not have even your merited Fame 


in Poetry, if it were to be attended with half the fretfut { 
Solieitude you ſeem to have lain under to maintain it; 
of which the laborious Rout you make about it, in thoſe 
Loads of Proſe Rubbiſh, wberewith you have almoſt 
ſmothered your Dunciad, is fo fore a Proof: And though 
I grant it a better Poem of its Kind, than ever was writ; 
t when I read: it, with thoſe vain-gloriqus Encum- 
rances of Notes, and Remarks, upon almoſt every Line, 
find myſelf in the uneaſy Condition I was once in at an 


vourite Air, by a famous Performer, a Coxcombly Con- 
noiſſeur, at my Elbow, was fo fond of ſhewing his own 
Taſte, that by his continual Remarks, and prating in 
Praiſe of every Grace and Cadence, my Attention and 
Pleaſure i in the Song, was quite loſt and confounded. 

It i is almoſt amazing, that you, who have writ with 
ſuch maſterly Spirit, upon the Ruling Paſſion, ſhould be 
fo blind a Slave to your own, as not to have ſeen, how 
far a low Avarice of Praiſe might prejudice, or debaſe 


our Infancy, How applicable to yourſelf then is what 


' Whoſe Ruling Paſfion is the Luft of Praiſe; 
Born, with iukate er could win it from the Wiſe, 
Women and ae like him, or he dies. 

Epiſt. to Ld. . Gobham, Verſ. 183. 


Jouſy of Fame, which (in the bel cruel, Verſes that 
ever fell from your Pen) you baye with ſo much 
n reproved in Addiſon (Atticus I mean) falls fl 

; ſhort 


1 5 Þ 
ſhort of yours, for though you e it to him a8 2 
Crime,” That he could =! 
Bear, ite the Turk, 0 Brother near the ENG 
PTR LR Verſ. 190 of the ſame Vpiſt 
Yet 1 like een Nero, are for whipping and 
branding every poor Dunce in your Dominions, that had the 
ſtupid Inſolence not to like you or your Mufick ! If this is 
not a greater Tyranny than that of your Atticus, at leaſt 
you muſt allow it more ridiculous : For what have you 
rained by it? a mighty Matter ! a Victory over a Parcel 
i poor Wretches, that were not able to hurt or reſiſt 
you, foweak; it was almoſt Cowardice to conquer them; 
ot iF they aQally did hurt vou, how much wenker have 
you thewn yourſelf in ſo openly owning it? Beſides, 
your Conduct ſeems hardly _ reconcileable to your own 
Opinion: For after you have laſhed them, in your Epiſtle 
to Dr, Arhuthnot, ver. 84. ) you excuſe the hap of it 
in the following Line. FEY 
Take it for a Rule, N 
N. Creature ſmarts fo little as a | Fool, 
Now if this be true, to what Purpoſe did you correct them? 
For wiſe Men, without your taking ſach Pains to tell 
them, knew what they were before. And that publick- 


ſpirited Pretence of your only chaſtiſing them, in terrorem 
to others of the ſame malicious Diſpoſition, doubt is 


but too thin a Diſguiſe of the many reſtleſs Hours they 
have given you, If your Revenge upon them was ne- 
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eſſary, we muſt own you have amply enjoyed it: But | 


, 183. Wt make that Revenge the chief Motive for writing your 
vhich N Dunciad, ſeems to me a Weekneſs that an Author of your 
Jea- Wilities ſhould rather have choſen to conceal. A Man 
+ that night as well triumph for having killed ſo many filly 
much lies that offended him. Could you have let them alone, 


1s ily this Time, poor Souls they had been all peaceably bu- 
ſhort ried 
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_ upon this Weakneſs, 91G) 


U * } 
Sa in Oblivion! But the very Lines you have ſo 


ſharply pointed to deſtroy them, will now remain but 


ſo many of their Epitaphs, to trauſmit their Names to 
Poſtetity: Which, probably too they think a more eligible 
Fate than that of being totally forgotten. Hear what an 
Author of-great Merit, though of * ee "> prom 


Tame is a Bubble, tlie Referv'd. e 10 

N. ho ans 10 graſp it, at they touch 8 
ba 10% K ere. Univerſ,;Paſſion, 
In 2 Word, you ſeem in your Dunciad, to have been 
angry at the rain for wetting you, why they. would you 
go into it? You could not but know, that an Author, 


d 
when he publiſhes 2 Work, ſes. himſelf. to all 
Weathers. He then that cannot bear | the worſt, Thould a 


Nay at home, and pot write at all. 40691 
But Six—That Cibber ever murmuted at our Fame, or 


endeavoured to blaſt it, or that he was not always, to s 
the beſt of his Judgment, as warm air Adniſrer of your , 
Writings as any, of Your | neateſt Ftiends could be; is what 8 
you cannot, by any one Fact or Inſtance, diſptove. Hoy 5 
comes it then, that in your Works you, have often , 
treated, him as a Dunce.or,an Enemy ? Did he at all in- 1 
trench upon your Sovereignty in Verſe, becauſe he hai In 
now, and then, written à Comedy that ſucceeded ? of 1 


could you not bear, that Ka Kind of Poetry, but that t 
which you chiefly ptetended, ſhould meet with Applauſe 
Or was it, that he had an e wal Reputation for Acting hi 
Characters as for Writing t em, or that with ſuch infe 
5 75 Talents he was admitted to as good Company as yo 
with your ſupetior, could get into? dr what other offe 
_ -five erit had he, that has fo often made him the © 


Ka of Your Contempt of Envy? ? It could not be, furl 
9 1. am 


often 
all in- 
he had 
ed? of 
that tc 
plauſe 
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finple Ill⸗ nature, that incited,you, becauſe in the lee | 


to your Dunciad you declate that you have 

In this Poem attacked no Man living, who had not 
he fore printed ot publiſned ſome Scandal againſt you.“ 

How comes it I ſay, that you'have fo often fallen foul 
upon Cilher then, againſt whom you have no Complaint, 
nor whoſe Name is not ſo much as mentioned in the 
printed Liſt you have given us of all thoſe high Offenders, 
you fo imperiouſiy have proſcribed and puniſhed. Under 
this Claſs at leaſt, Fu bund him of having ever . 
voked au? 

But in your Notes to this Prafatte, (that i is, in . 
Notes upon Notes) from this general Declaration, you 
make an Exception. Of two or three Perſons only, 
« whoſe Dulneſs or Scurrility all Mankind agreed, to 
have juſtly intitled them to a Place in the Dunciad.” 
Here then, or no where, you ground your Pretence of 
taking me into it? Now let us'enquire into the Juſtneſs 
bf this Pretence, and whether Dulneſs in one Author 
zives another any Right to abuſe him for it? No ſure! 
Dulneſs can be no Vice or Crime, or is at worſt but a Miſ- 
fortune, and you ought no more to cenſure or revile him 
for it, than'for his being blind or lame; the Cruelty or 
Injuſtice Will. be evidently equal either Way. But if you 
pleaſe 1 will wave this Part of my Argument, and for 


once take no Advatage of it; but will ſuppoſe Dulneſs 


to be actually criminal, and-then will leave it to your 
own Conftience, to declare; whether you really think 
lam generally fo guilty of it, as to deſerve the Name of 
the dull Fellow you make of me. Now if the Reader will 
call upon My Conſcience to ſpeak to the Queſtion,” I do 
tom my Heart ſolemnly deblare, that I don't believe 
you de \thiok 1o of me. iT bis 1 grant may be ONT in 


Aar a. | me 
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me to fay : But if what I believe is ewe — 
Conſcience do-you thew your Face with? F 

Now, Sir, as for my Scurrility, een 2 Proof can 
be produced, that I have been guilty of it to you, or any 
one Man living, 1 will ſhamefully unſay all Thave ſaid, 
and conifels I have deſerved ne various mn __ have 
called me: 4 irt 0 ; 18 on 

Having therefore aid W to clear myſelf, of any 
TH-wil or Enmity to Mr, Pope, I ſhould be glad he were 
able equally to acquit himſelf to Me, that I might not 
ſuppoſe the ſatyrical Arrows he has ſhot at me, to have 
_ flown from that Malignity of Mind, which the talking 
World is fo apt to accuſe him of. In the mean while, it 
may be worth the Trouble to weigh the Truth, or the 
Validity of the Wit he has beſtowed upon me, that it may 
appear, which of us is the worſe Man for it; He, for his 
unprovoked Endeavour to vilify and expoſe me, or—I, 
for my having or having not deſerved it. | 

I could with it might be obſerved then, by thoſe who 
have read the Works of Mr. Pope, that the contemptu- 
ous Things he. there ſays of me, are generally bare po- 
ſitive Afertions, without his any ſort of Evidence to 
ground them upon: Why then, till the Truth of them 
is better proved, ſhould they ſtand for any more, than 
ſo. many, gratis Dictums ?. But I hope I have given him 
fairer Play, in what I have ſaid of him, and which I 
intend to give him, in what I ſhall farther ſay of him; 
that is, by ſaying nothing to his Diſadvantage, that has 
not a known Fact to ſupport it. This will bring ou 
Cauſe to a fair Iſſue; and no impartial Reader, then 
can be at a Loſs on which Side Equity ſhould incline 
him to give Judgment. But as in this Diſpute I ſhall be 
obliged, ſometimes to be Witneſs, as well as Accuſer, 


am bound, in Conſcience, not to conceal any Fact, tha 
| ma 


3 
pay poſſibly mitigate, or excuſe the reſentful Manner, 
n which Mr. Pope has publickly treated me. Now I 
im afraid, that I once as publickly offended him, before 
thouſand Spectators; to the many of them, therefore, 
bo might be Witneſſes of the Fact, I ſubmit, as to 
de moſt competent Judges, how far it ought, or ought 
vt to have provoked him. 
The Play of the Rehearſal, which had Kia. ſome few 
ſears dormant, being by his preſent Majeſty (then Prince 
if Wales) commanded to be revived, the Part of Bays 
| to my Share. To this Character there had always 
keen allowed ſuch Liberties of Obſervation, upon any 
hing new, or remarkable, in the State of the Stage, as 
r. Bays might think proper to take, Much about this 
ime, then, The Three Hours after Marriage had been acted 
ithout Succeſs ; when Mr, Bays, as uſual, had a Fling 
it, which, in itſelf, was no Jeſt, unleſs the Audience 


ptu- ud pleaſe to make it one: But however, flat as it 
PO* is, Mr. Pope was mortally fore upon it. This was 
3 te Offence. In this Play, two Coxcombs, being in 
hem 


ove with a learned Virtuoſo's Wife, to get unſuſpected 
leceſs to her, ingeniouſly ſend themſelves, as two pre- 


bind ted Rarities, to the Huſband, the one curiouſly : 
ich I ath'd up like an Egyptian, Mummy, and the other 
* Ily covered in the Paſteboard Skin of a Crocodile: 
it has 


pon which poetical Expedient, 1, Mr, Bays, when the 
mo Kings of Brentford came from the Clouds into the 


[hrone again, inſtead of what my Part directed me to 
, made Ue of theſe Words, viz. Now, Sir, this 
Revolution, I had ſome Thoughts of introducing, by 
2 quite different Contrivance ; but my Deſign taking 
Air, ſome of your ſharp Wits, I found, had made Uſe 
of it before me; otherwiſe J intended to have ſtolen 
me of them in, in the Shape of a Mummy, and 
; GC & tather 


1 wo 


«" t'&ther in that of a Crocodile.” Upon which, I doubt 
the Audience; by the Roar of their Applauſe, ſhewed 
their proportionable Contempt of the Play they belonged 
to. But why am I anſwerable for that? J did not lead 
them, by any Reflection of my own, into that Contempt: 
Surely to have ted the bare Word Mummy, and Croci- 
dile, was neither unjuſt, or unmannerly: Where then 
was the Crime of ſimply ſaying there had been two 
ſich Things in a former Play? But this, it ſeems, was 
{> heinouſly taken by Mr. Pope, that, in the Swelling o 
his Heart, after the Play was over, he came behind the 
Scenes, with his Lips pale and his Voice trembling, tc 
call me to account for the Inſult : And accordingly felt 
upon me with all the foul Language, that a Wit out of 
his Senſes could: be capable oi How durſt I have the 
Impudence to treat any Gentleman in that Manner! 
Sc. Sr. Sr. Now let the Reader judge by this Con 
ckrn, who was the true Mother of the Child! When he 
was almoſt choaked with the Foam of his Paſſion, 
was. enough recovered from my Amazement to make 
him (as near as I can remember) this Reply, viz. . Mr 
r Pppe.—_—You are ſo particular a Man, that I muſt b 
« zxſhamed to return your 7 as T ought to do 
but fince you have attacked me in ſo monſtrous 
„Manner; This you may depend upon, That as lon 
« 23 the Play continues to be acted, I will never fail t 
« repeat the famed Words over and over again.” No 
as he accordingly found I Kept my Word, for ſever 
Days following, I am afraid he has fince thought, th 
his Pen was a ſharper Weapon than his Tongue to tru 
dis Revenge with. And however juſt Cauſe this may 
for his ſo doing, it is, at leaſt, the only Cauſe my Cot 
ſcience. can charge me with. Now, as I might ba 
concealed this Fact, it my Conſcience would have ſu 


fer 
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fred me, may we not ſuppoſe, Mr. Pope would cer- 
tainly have mentioned it in his Dunciad, had he thought 
* t could have been of Service to him? But as he ſeems, 
notwithſtanding, to have taken Offence from it, how 
yell does this Soreneſs of Temper agree with what he 


pt: difewhere ſays of himſelf? F 

vol But touch me, and no Minifter ſo ſore. | Her 
hen 4 3 1 Sat. 2 B. of Hor. ver. 76. 
twoß since then, even his Admirers allow, that Spleen has 2 


great Share in his Campoſition, and as Thirſt of Revenge, 
in full Poſſeſſion of a conſcious Power to execute it, is 2 
Temptation, which we ſee the Depravity of Human 
Nature is ſo little able to reſiſt, why then ſhould we 
wonder, that a Man ſo eafily hurt as Mr. Pape ſeems to 
be, hould be ſo frequently delighted in his inflicting 
thoſe Pains upon others, which he feels he is not himſelf 
ible to bear? This is the only Way I can account for 
lis having ſometimes carried his ſafyrical Strokes farther; 
than, I doubt, 2 true and laudable Satyriſt would have 
thought juſtifiable. But it is now Time to open, what 
on my own Part I have Time to charge him with. 

In turning over his Works of the ſmaller Edition, the 
ecdeſt:-Date I find, in print, of my being out of his Fa- 


do of 
ous bur, is from an odd Objection he makes to a, then, 
jon Play of mine, The Nen Juror. In one of his Letters . 
fail t Mr. Fervas, p. 85. he writes thus 154 


* Your Acquaintance, on this Side the Water, are 
under terrible Apprehenſions, from your long Stay, in 
: Ireland, that you may grow too polite for them; for 
' vethink (Hinee. the great Succeſs of ſuck a Play as the 

Nen Furor ) that Politeneſs is gone over the Water, Sc, 
the Way, was not his Wit a little ſtiff and weary, 
Men he rained ſo hard to bring in this coftive Re- 
Eton upon the Non-Furer ? Dear Soul | What terrible 
. . 8 2 | Apprehenfions 
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Apprehenſions it gave him !) And ſome few Lines after 
he cries out —— _- 

Poor Poetry! the Little that; s left of thee, longs 
* to croſs the Seas—— 

Modeſtly meaning, I ſuppoſe, he had a Mind to have 
gone over himſelf! If he had gone, and had carried 
with him thoſe polite Pieces, 'The What d'ye call it, and 
The Three Hours after Marriage (both which he had a 
Hand in) how effectually had thoſe elaborate Examples 
of the true Genius given, to the Dublin Theatre, the 
Glory of Dramatick Poetry reſtored ? But Drury-Lane 
was not ſo favourable to him; for there alas! (where the 


laſt of them was unfortunately acted) he had ſo ſore 2 
Rap o the Fingers, that he never more took up his Pen 
for the Stage. But this is not fair, you will lay: My 
ſhewing Mr. Pope's Want of Skill in Comedy, is no Ex- 
cuſe for the Want of it in myſelf; which his Satyr ſome- 
times charges me with: At leaſt, it muſt be owned, it is 
not an eaſy Thing to hit by his miſſing it. And indeed 
I have had ſome Doubt, as there is no perſonal Reflec- 
tion in it, whether I ought to have mentioned his Objec- 
tion to the Non-Furor at all; but as the Particularity of 
it may let one a good Deal into the Sentiments of Mr. 
Pope, I could not refrain from beſtowing ſome farther 
Notes upon it. 
Well then! upon the great Succeſs af this enormous 
Play, The Non-Furor, poor Mr. Pope laments the Decay 
of Poetry; though the Impoliteneſs of the Piece is his 
only inſinyated Objection againſt it. How nice are the 
Noftrils of this delicate Critic! This indeed is a Scent 
that thoſe wide-mouth'd Hounds, the Daily-Fapet 
Critics, could never hit off though they purſued it with 
Imputation of every Offence that could run down a Flay 
Yet Impoliteneſs at leaſt they overſaw. No! they dic 
OY | 8 > , no 


n 


diſguiſe their real Diſlike, as the prudent Mr. Pope did: 

They all fairly ſpoke out, and in full Cry opened againſt 
it, only for its audaciouſly expoſing the ſacred Character 
of a lurking treaſon-hatching Jeſuit, and for inhumanly 
ndiculing the conſcientious Cauſe of an honeſt deluded 
Jacobite Gentleman. Now may we. not as well ſay. to 
Mr. Pope, Hinc illz lackryme ] Here was his real Diſ- 
ruſt to the Play] For if Impoliteneſs could have ſo of- 
ſended him, he would never. have beſtowed ſuch Enco- 
miums upon the Beggars Opera, with whatever Beauties 
it might boaſt, Politeneſs certainly was not one of its moſt 
friking Features. No, no! if the Play had not ſo im- 
pudently fallen upon the poor Enemies of the Goyern- 
ment, Mr. Pope, poſſibly, might have been leſs an Ene- 
my to the Play : But he has a charitable Heart, and can- 
not bear to ſee; his Friends derided in their Diſtreſs. 
Therefore you may have obſerved, whenever the Go- 
ernment cenſures a Man of Conſequence for any extra- 
dinary Diſaffection to it, then is Mr. Pope's Time ge- 
terouſly to brighten and lift him up with Virtues, which 
fever had been ſo conſpicuous in him before. Now 
though he may be led into all this, hy his thinking it 2 


May ſure be equally excuſed, if they ſhould, notwith- 
landing, look upon him as their Enemy. 2 to my 

Iupoſe, 4 
Whatever might be his real Objections to it, Mr. Pepe 
at leaſt, ſo juſt to the Play, as to own it had great 
cceſs, though it grieved him to ſee it ;. perhaps too he 
ud have been more. grieved, had he then Known, 
ut his late Majeſty, when J had the Honour to kiſs his 
land, upon my preſenting. my. Dedication of it, was 
rzciouſly pleaſed, out of his Royal Bounty, to order me 
% Hundred Pounds for it, Yes, Sir! it is true—ſuch 
| was 


religious Duty, yet thoſe who are of a different Religion. 


(19 ] 
was the Depravity of the Time, you will ſay, and ſo 
enormous was the Reward of m a Flay as the Nom- 
Furor 4 

This brings tomy Membes (what I cannot help ſmiling 
at) the 'boumtitul Banter you at this Time endeavoured to 
put upon me. This was the Fact. I had, not long before, 
deen = Subſcriber to your Homer; and now, to make 
up our Poetical Accounts, as you called it, you ſent me 
4 Note, with Four Guineas incloſed, for four Tickets, 
for the Author's Day of fuck a Play as the Non-Furor, 
So unexpected à Favour made me conelude, there muſt 
be ſomething at the Bottom of it, which an indifferent 
Eye might have overlooked; However I ſent you the 
Tickets with a written Acknowledgment z for I was 
willing you ſhould think the Kind Appearance had paſſed 
upon me; though every Gentleman I told it to laugh'd 
at my Credulity, wondering 1 ſhould not ſee you had 
plainly done this in Scorn of my Subſcription to you 
Hemer. Which, to ſay the Truth, I never had the leaf 
Doubt of, but did not think myſelf ſo far obliged tc 
gratify your Pride, as to ſhew any Sign of my feeling the 
Hurt you intended me, Though, as this was in the 
Infancy of your Diſinclination to me, I confeſs I migh 
have been better pleaſed, would your Temper have tuf 
_ fered me to have been upon better Terms with you 
But ſo it is! of ſuch inſenſible Stuff am I made, that 
dave been. rated by my Friends, for not being ſurprized 
or grieved at Diſappointments. THis I only offer as a 
early Inftance of our different Diſpoſitions. My Su 
ſcription had no Diſguiſe, I thought it due to the Meri 
of Mr. Pope; But that his Bounty to me roſe from t 
fame Motive, 1 am afraid would be Vanity in me t 
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There is another whimfical Fact relating to this Play, 
which common Fame, juſt after the Run of it, charged 
to Mr, Pope : Had I his Sagacity in detecting concealed 
Authors, or his laborious Curioſity to know them, I do 
not doubt but I might bring the Fact to a Proof upon 
him ; but let my Sufpicion- ſpeak for itſelf, - At this 
Time then there came out a Pamphlet (the 'Litle I have 
forgot) but the given Name of the Author was Barne- ' 
— which every Body believed to be ſictitious. The 
Purport of this odd Piece of Wit was to prove, that The 


on Juror i in its Deſign, its Characters, and almoſt every 
rent Wl Scene of it, was a cloſely couched Libel againſt the Go- 
the WW vernment : And, in Troth, the Charges in ſome Places 


was ſo ſhrewdly maintained, that I almoſt liked the Jeſt 
myſelf ; at leaſt it was ſo much above the Spirit and In- 
rention'of the Daily Paper Satyriſts, that all the ſenſible 
Readers I met with, without Hefitation gave it to Mr. 
Pipe, And what afterwards left me no Doubt of it was, 
that he publiſhed the ſame Charge againſt his qwn Rape 
f the Lock, proving even the Deſign of that too, by the 
ame Sort of merry Innuendos, to have been as audacious 


n th Libel, as the other Pamphlet had made the Non-Furgr. 
nigh n Word, there is ſo much Similitude of Stile and 
e ſuf Thought in theſe two Pieces, that it is ſcarce poſſible 
vou give them to different Authors. It is true, at firſt 
that Wight, there appears no great Motive for Mr. Pope to 
rizedi e written either of them, more than to exertiſe the 
2 2 Vantonneſs of his Fancy : But ſome People thought he 

Sub iht have farther Views in this Frolicx. He might 


lope, that the honeſt Vulgar would take literally his 
Baking a Libel of the Non Juror, and from thence have 
good Chance of turning the Stream of their Favour 
Kainſt it. As for his playing the ſame Game with his 
2 4 the Leck, that he was, at leaſt, ſure couid do 
him 


L. 16 ] 
bim no Harm; but on the contrary he might hope, that 
fuch à ludicrous Self- accuſation might ſoſten, or wipe 
off any ſevere Imputation that had lain upon other Parts 
of his Writings, which had not been thought equally 
innocent of a real Diſſaffection. This Way of owning 
Guilt in a wrong Place, is a common Artifice to hide it 
in 2 right one. Now though every Reader is not obliged 
to take all J have ſaid for Evidence in this Caſe, yet 
there may be others that are not obliged to refuſe it. 


Let it avail therefore no more in reality than it ought to 


Since, as you ſay, in one of your Letters to Mr. Addi- 
fon, Jo be uncenſured and to be obſcure, is the ſame 
« Thing;” 1 hope then to appear in 4 better Light, by 
quoting ſome of your farther Flirts at the Non-Furor. 


In your Correſpondence with Mr, Digby, P. 150. 
_ complaining of People's Inſenſibility to good Writing, 


you ſay (with your uſual Sneer upon the fame Play) 
| «The Stage is the only Place we ſeem: alive at: 
There indeed we ftare, and roar, and clap Hands 
for King George and the Government.” 
This could be meant of no Play but the Non-Juror, 
becauſe no other had made the Enemies of the King 
and Government ſo ridiculous; and therefore, it 
feems, you think the Town as ridiculous to roar and 
clap at it. But, Sir, as fo many of the Government 
Friends were willing to excuſe its Faults for the Honeſt 
of its Intention; fo, if you were not of that Number 
I do not wonder you had ſo ſtrong a Reaſon to diſlike it 
In the ſame Letter too, this wicked Play runs ſo muct 
in your Head, that in the favourable Character you ther 
give of Lady Scudamore, you make it a particular Mer 
in her, that ſhe had not then even 
Seen Cibber's Play of the Non-juror. 


] preſu 
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| preſume, at leaſt, ſhe had heard Mr. Pope's Opinion 
of it, and then indeed the Lady might be in the right. 

- I ſuppoſe by this Time you will fay, I have tired your 
Patienoe ; but I do aſſure you I have not ſaid; ſo much 
upon this Head, merely to commemorate the Applauſes 
of, Ther Nen Juror, as to ſhew the World one of your 
beſt Reaſons ſor having ſo often publiſhed your Contempt 
of the Author. And yet, methinks, the Good - nature 
' which you ſo frequently labour to have thought à Part of 
your Character, might have inclined you to a little more 
Merey for an old Acquaintande: Nay, in your Epiſtle 
to Dr. Airbuthnot, ver. 373, you are ſo good as to ſay, 
you have been ſo humble as ta drink with Cibler. Sure 
then, ſuch Humility might at ſeaſt ha ve given the Devil 
his: Due for, black as ] am, L have ſtill ſome Merit to 
you, in the profeſſed Pleaſure I always tœek in your 
Writiugs ? But alas! if the Friendſnlip between your- 
ſelf and Mr. Addiſon (which with ſuch mutual Warmth 
you have profeſſed in your publiſhed Letters) could not 
protect him from that inſatiable Rage of Satyr that fo 
often runs away with you, how could fo frivolous 2 
Reltow as IL am (whoſe Friendſhip you never cared for) 
hope to eſcape it? However, I (till comfort myſelf in 
one Advantage I have over you, that of never ing 
deſerved your being my Enemy. 

r andi Von ſer, Sir, with what paſſive Submiſſion I haue hi- 
therto :complained to you: But now give me Leave to 
ſpeak an honeſt Truth, without caring how far it may 
amber  difpleaſeyou. If I thought, then, that your Iul- nature were 
like iti half as hurtful to me, as I believe it is to yourſelf, I am 
meg dot ſure I could be half fo eaſy under it. I am told there 


Man Without leaving its own Life in the Wound: I 
laye e the. Name of it, and therefore cannot give 
0:38 7 | it 


k a Serpent in ſome of the Indies, that never ſtings a 


Les 1. 
it you. Or if this be too hard: upon you, Nperinle me at 
leaſt to ſay, your Spleen is ſometimes like that of the 
little angry Bee, which, in doing leſs Miſchief than the 
Serpent, yet (as Virgil ſays) meets with the ſame Fate. 
A◻Hnimaſque in vulnere ponunt. Why then may I not 
wiſh you would be adviſed by a Fact which actually hap- 
pened at the Tower Guard? An honeſt luſty Grenadier, 
while a little creeping Creature of an Enſign, for ſome 
trifling Fault, was impotently laying him on with his 
Cane, quietly folded his Arms acroſs, and ſhaking bis 
Head, only replied to this valiant Officer, „ Have 2 
< Care, dear Captain don't ſtrike ſo een en y 
8 Soul. you will hurt yourſelf! T 
Now, Sir, give me Leave to open your Duntiad, that 
we may ſee what Work IN Wit * YE * my 
Name there. 

Wen the Goddeſs of Dulneſs is ſewing ker Works 


—— 
— 
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to her choſen Son, ſhe cloſes the e e with letting oh 
* wer; 23g. 1000S! 5 mal 
How, with leſs Reading then nahi e rape, | can 


© * Leſs human Genius than God gives an Ape, 
Small Thanks to France, and none to Rome, or Greats: 
 Apatch'd, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new Piece, 
*Fwixt Plautus, Fletcher, Congreve, me Corneille, 
Can make a Cibber, Johnſon, or Ozell. | 
And pray, Sir, why my Name under this Sentry Pic- 
ture? 1 flatter myſelf, that if you had not put it there, 
nobody elſe would have thought it like me, nor can [ 
eafily believe that you yourſelf do: But perhaps you 
imagined it would be a laughing Ornament to your Verſe, 
and had a Mind to divert other People's Spleen with it, 
as well as your -] n. Now let me hold up my Head 2 
little, and then we mall ſee how far the Features hit me! 


If 1 I had never brobutgd any Plays,” "ny 2 : 
altered 


[190] 


[altered of other Authors, your Reflection then might have 
had ſomething nearer an Excuſe for it: But yet, if thoſe 
Plays had lived the longer for my meddling with them, 
the Sting of your Satyr only wounds the Air, or at beſt 
debaſes it to impotent Railing. For you know very well, 
that Rickard the Third, The Fop's Fortune, The Double 
Gallant, and ſome others, that had been dead to the 
Stage out of all Memory, have ſince been in a conſtant 


uke the ſame Liberty with the Tempeſt, and the Troilus 


ſuperior to mine, yet while my Succeſs has been equal to 
tis, why then will you have me ſo ill-favouredly like the 


it all take from the Merit of thoſe more ſucceſsful Pieces, 
which were entirely my own? Is a Taylor, that can 


can mend an old one? When a Man is abuſed, he has a 
Right to ſpeak even laudable Truths of himſelf, to con- 


ece. Font his Slanderer, Let me therefore add, that my firſt 


ce, 
ille, e valuable) an Original, as any one Work Mr. Pope 
inſelf has produced. It is now Forty-ſeven Years 


pic- ice its firſt Appearance upon the Stage, where it has 
here, ept its Station, to this very Day, without ever lying 
can Ie Winter dormant. And what Part of this Play, Sir, 
you you charge with a Theft either from any French Au- 
Verſe, or, from Plautus, Fletcher, Congreve, or Corneille ? 
ich it, Pine Years after this I brought on The Careleſs Huſband 
ad 1 Mh ſtill greater Succeſs ; and was that too 


it me 4 pateꝶ d, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new Piece? 
| thoſe 
altered 


FR D 2 mercifully 


Courſe of acting above theſe thirty or forty Years, Nor 
lid even Dryden think it any Diminution of his Fame to 
md Creſſida of Shakeſpear ; and though his Skill might be 


Dunce you have drawn for me? Or do thoſe altered Plays 


make a new Coat well, the worſe Workman, becauſe he 


Comedy of The Fool in Faſbion was as much (though not 


let the many living Spectators of theſe Plays then judge 
Fveen us, whether the above Verſes you have ſo un- 
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mercitully beſmeared me with, were fit to come from the 
honeſt Heart of a Satycift, who would be thought, like 
you, the upright Cenſor of Mankind, Indeed, indeed, 
Sir, this Libel was below you! How could you be ſo 
wanting to yourſelf as not to conſider, that Satyr, with- 
out Truth, though flowing, in the fineſt Numbers, recoils 
upon its Author, and muſt, at other Times, render him 
ſuſpected of Prejudice, even where he may be juſt ; a4 
Frauds in Religion, make more Atheiſts than Converts ? 
And the bad Heart, Mr. Pope, that points an Injury with 
Verſe, makes it the more unpardonable, as it is not the 
Reſult of ſudden Paſſion, but of indulged and ſlowly 
meditating Ill- nature; and I am afraid yours, in this Ar- 
ticle, is fo palpable, that I am almoſt aſhamed. to have 
made it ſo ſerious a Reply. IT of 
What a merry mixt Mortal has Nature made you? 
that can thus debaſe that Strength and Excellence of 
Genius ſhe has endowed you with, to the loweſt human 
Weakneſs, that of offering unprovoked Injuries ; nay, at 
the Hazard of your being ridiculous too, as you muſt 
be, when the Venom you ſpit falls ſhort of your Aim 
For 1 thall never believe your Verſes have done me the 
Harm you intended, or loſt me one Friend, or added a 
ſingle Soul to the Number of my Enemies, though fo 
many Thouſands that know me, may have read them. 
How then could your blind Impatience in your Dunciad 
thunder out poetical Anatkemas on your own Enemies, 
for doing you no worſe Injuries than what you think it 
no Crime in yourſelf to offer to another - 
In your Remarks upon the above Verſes, your Wit, 
unwilling to have done with me, throws out an itonical 
Sneer at my Attempts. in Tragedy: Let us fee how far 
it diſgraces me. | 


After 


( 21 ] 
After your quoting the foliowing Paragraph from 
Lives of the Poets, viz. 


« which is of the beſt,” Sc. 
I ben ſay you, 


hy, Sir, and your Remark has omitted too, that (with 


tim? Why this hardly riſes above the pretty Malice of 


this: That though you ſhould allow, by what Jacob 
lays of me, that 1 am good for ſomething, yet you not- 
vthſtanding, have cunningly diſcovered, that I ami not 
pod for every Thing, Well, Sir, and am not I very 


lhave not the equal Talent of making them cry too? 


nical 


bt the Inſufficiencies of all Mankind; and if, as you ſee, 


After it, 


«, Mr. Colley Cibber, an Author, and an Actor, of 4 
* good Share of Wit and uncommon Vivacity, which 
« are, much improved by the Converſation he enjoys, 


Mr. Jacob omitted to remark, that he is particularly: 
# admirable in Tragedy.“ . 


il his Commendations) I can't dance upon the Rope, or 
nike à Saddle, nor play upon the Organ ——Ah ! 
my dear, dear Mr. Pope! how could a Man of your 
linging Capacity let ſa tame, ſo low a Reflection eſcape 


Miſs Molly —— Ay, ay, you may think my Sifter as hand- 
hme as you pleaſe, but if you were to ſee her Legs —-T 
tow what I know! And fo, with all theſe Imperfections 
pon me, the Triumph of your Obſervation amounts to 


dell off, if you have nothing worſe to ſay of me? But 
have made ſo many crowded Theatres laugh, and 
n the right Place too, fox above Forty Years together, 
m to make up the Number of your Dunces, becauſe 


Make it your own Caſe: Is what you have excelled in at 

| . worſe, for your having ſo diſmally dabbled (as 1 
fore obſeryed) in the Farce of Three Hours after Mar- 

fare? Non omnia poſſumus omnes, is an allowed Excuſe 


u too muſt ſometimes be forced to take ſhelter under 


that too: But if you meant it only as a pleaſant Abuſe, 


| the Sound, and never fails to keep the Flatneſs or Mo 


ver, 287, where you make poor Settle, lamenting his ow 
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it, as well as myſelf, what mighty Reaſon will the 
World have to laugh at my Weakneſs in Tragedy, more 
than at yours in Comedy? Or, to make us both ſtill 
eaſier in the Matter, if you will ſay, you are not aſhamed 
af your Weaknets, I will promiſe you not to be aſhamed 
of mine. Or if you don't like this Advice, let me give 
you ſome from the wiſer Spaniſh Proverb, which ſays, 
Fhat a Man ſhould never throw Sher; that has Glaſs Win- 
dows in his Head. | 

Upon the Whole, your entail Il-will i in this Remark, 
makes ſo ſickly a Figure, that one would think it were 
quite exhauſted; for it muſt run low indeed, when you 
are reduced to impute the Want of an Excellence, as 2 
Shame to me. But in ver. 261, your whole Barrel of 
Spleen ſeems not to have a Drop more in it, though you 
have tilted it to the higheſt : For there you are forced 
to-tell 'a downright Fib, and hang me up in a Light 
where nobody ever ſaw me: As for Example, ſpeaking 
* the Abſurdity of Theatrical Pantomimes, you lay 
When lo] to dark Encounter in mid Air 

- New Wizards riſe : Here Booth, and Cibber there: 
Booth, in. his cloudy Tabernacle ſbrin d. 
On grinning Dragons Cibber mounts the Mind. 

If you, figuratively, mean by this, that I am an En- 
courager of thoſe Fooleries, you are miſtaken ; for it is 
Not true: If you mean it literally, that I was Dunce 
enough to mount a Machine, there is as little Truth in 


you have done it with infinite Drollery indeed ! Belide 
the Name of Cibber, you know, always implies Satyr ! 


deſty of a Verſe in Countenance. | 
Some Pages aſter, indeed, in pretty near the ſame Light 
you ſeem to have a little negative Kindneſs for me 


Fate, ſay, Bu 
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But Io! in me, what Authors Rave ie brag on, 
Reduc'd at laſt to hiſs, in my own Dragon: 
Avert it, Heav'n, that thou, or Cibber &er 
Should wag two Serpent Tails in Smithfield Fair. 
this does not imply, that you think me fit for little 
ae, it is only another barren Verſe with my Name in it: 
If it does mean ſo; Why — I wiſh you may never be 
toſſed in a Blanket, and ſo the Kindneſs is even on both 
vides, But again you are at me, ver. 320, ſpeaking of 
the King of Dunces Reign, you have theſe Lines: 
Beneath whoſe Reign, Euſden ſball wear the Bays, 
And Cibber prefide: Lord-Chancellor of Plays. 
7 his 1 preſume you offer as one of the heavy Enormities 
of Stage-Government, when I had a Share in it. But as 
jou have not iven an Inſtance in which this Enormity 
peared, how is it poſſible (unleſs I had your Talent of 
elt-Commendation) to bring any Proofs in my Favour? 
| muſt therefore ſubmit it to public Judgment how full 
pour Reflection hits, or is wide of me, and can only ſay 
pit in the mean Lime. Valeat quantum valere poteft. 
In your Remarks, upon the ſame Lines you ſay, | 
« Euſden no ſooner died, but his Place of Laureat 
was ſupplied. by Cibber, in the Year 1730, on which 
was made the following ae (May I not believe 
yr yourſelf ?) | 
In merry Old En gland, it once was a Rule, 
\ The King had his "Poet, and alſo his F. 
| But now we're ſo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
That-Cibber can ſerve both for Fool and for Poet. 
dy, marry Sir! here you ſouſe me with a Witneſs ! 
ba Triumph indeed | I can hardly help laughing at this | 
ujlelf ; for, Se non e vero, ben Trovato ! A good Jeſt is 
pod Thing, let it fall upon who it will: I dare ay 
lber wal never have complained of Mr. Ert. 
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If he never had faid any worſe of him. a. hold, 


Spots of your III-will, that were not worth tiring the 


. contemptibly ſpoken of) gives me more Delight in the 
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Maſter Cibber ! why may you not as well turn this plea- 
fant''Epigram into an involuntary Compliment ? For x 
King's Fool was nobody's Fool but bis Maſter's, and had 
not his Name for nothing; as for Example, 
| Thoſe Fools of old, if Fame ſays true, 
Were chiefly choſen for their Nit; 
Why then, called Fools? becauſe, like you, 
Dear Pope, too Bold in ſbewing it. | 
And fo, if Lam the King's Fool; now, Sir, pray whoh 
Fool are you? Tis Pity, methinks, you ſhould be out 
of Employment; for, if a fatyrical Intrepidity, or, as 
you ſomewhere call it, a High Courage of Wit, is the 
faireſt Pretenoe to be the King's Fool, I don't know a 
Wit in the World fo fit to fill up the Poft as yourſelf. | 
Thus, Sir, I have endeavoured to ſhake of all the Dirt 
in your Dunciad, unleſs of here and there ſome little 


Reader's Patience with my Notice of them. But I have 
fome more foul Way to trot through ſtill, in your Epiſtles 
and Satyrs, Wc. Now whether I ſhall' come home the 
filthy Fellow, or the clean-contrary Man to what you 
make me, I will venture to leave to your own Conſcience, 
though I dare not make the ſame Truſt to your Wit: 
Far that vou have ſpoke worſe (merely to ſhew your 
Wit): than you 9 poſſibly think of me, almoſt all 
your Readers, that obſerve your aa Pe a will vaf il 
believe. 

Howevet, to her- I am not blind to your Merit, kc 
Four Epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthnot (though there find myſel 


whole, than any one Poem of the Kind I ever 1 
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The only Prejudice or wrong Bias of Judgment, I am . 
afraid I may be guilty of is, when I cannot help thinking, 
that your Wit is more remarkably bare and barren, when- | 
ever it would fall foul upon Cibber, than upon any other 
Perſon, or Occaſion whatſoever: I therefore could wiſh 
the Reader may have ſometimes conſidered thoſe Paſſa- 
ges, that if I do Ju 83 he may as Juftly condemn 
me for it. 

In this Epiſtle, ver. 59 of your Folio Edition, you u hon” 
to bleſs yourſelf, that you are not my Friend ! No Won- 
der then, you rail at me ! But let us ſee upon what Occa- 
hon you on this Felicity. Speaking of an impertinent 
Author, who teized you to recommend his Virgin Ta- 
gedy to the Stage, you at laſt happily got rid of him with 
this Excuſe —— 

Mere (thank my Stars) my whole Commiſſion ends ; 

Cibber and I, are luckily no Friends, © 
If you. choſe not to be mine, Sir, it does not follow, 
that it was equally my Choice not to be yours : But per- 
haps you thought me your Enemy, becauſe you were 
conſcious you had injured me, and' therefore were re- 
ſolved never to forgive Me, becauſe I had it in _ Power 
to forgive Yo : For, as Dryden ſays, : 

Forgiveneſs to the Injur'd does belong; 

But they ne'er pardon who have done the Wrong. 

This, Sir, is the only natural Excuſe, I can form, for 
your being my Enemy. As to your blunt Aſſertion of my 
certain Prejudice to any Thing that had your Recom- 
mendation to the Stage, which your above Lines would 
Infinuate; I gave you a late Inſtance in, The Miller of 
Mansfield, that your Manner of treating Me-had in no 
wrt any Influence upon my Judgment. For you may 
remember, ſometime before that Piece was ated, I ac- 
adentally met you, in a Viſit to the late General Dormer, 


3 who, 


Peeple: But as your Good-will to me is a little too wel 


1 ;, 
: 


who, though he might be your good Friend, was not for 


that Reafon the leſs a Friend to Me: There you join'd 


with that Gentleman, in aſking my Advice and Affiſtance 


in that Author's Behalf; which as I had read the Piece, 
though I had then never ſeen the Man, I gave, in ſuch 
Manner, as I thought might beſt ſerve him: And if! 
don't over- rate my Recommendation, I believe its Way 
to the Stage was made the more eaſy by it. This Fad, 
then, does in no kind make good your Inſinuation, that 
my Enmity to you would not ſuffer me to like any thing 
that you liked ; which though you call your good Fortune 
in Verſe, yet in Proſe, you ſee, it happens not to be true. 
But I am glad to find, in your ſmaller Edition, that your 
Conſcience has ſince given this Line ſome Correction; 
for there you have taken off a little of its Edge; it there 
runs only thus —— _ | 
The Play'rs and I, are luckily wo Friends. 

This is ſp uncommon an Inſtance, af your phecking your 
Temper, and taking a little Shame ta yourſelf, that ! 
could nat ip Juſtice omit my Notice of it. I am of Opi- 
nion too, that the Indecency of the next Verſe, you ipill 
upon me, would admit of an equal Correction, In ex- 


cuſing the Freedom ot your Satyr, you. urge that it galls 


nobody, beeauſe nobody minds it enough to be mended 
by it. This is your Plea — | 
_ Wham'have I furt ! has Poet yet, or Peer, 
Lud the axch'd Eye-braw, or Parnaſſian Sneer ? 
And hat wot Colley toy his Lord, and Whore ? &c. 
thought the Chriſtian Name of Cy/ley could belong to 


- 


zu other: Man than myſelf, I would infiſt upon m1 
Right of net ſuppoſing you meant this laſt Line to Me; 


becauſe it is: equally applicable to five thouſand other 


known, 
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known, to paſs it as imaginable that you could intend it 
for any one elſe, I am afraid I muſt abide it. 
Well then ! Colley has his Lord and Whore ! Now ſup- 
poſe, dir; upon the ſame Occaſion, that Colley as happily 
inſpired as Mr. Pope, had turned the ſame Verſe upon 
Him, and with only the Name changed had made it run 
thun N "0.34 9 | 
And hat not Sawney too his Lord and Whore ? 
Would not the Satyr have been equally juſt ? Or would 
any ſober Reader Have ſeen more in the Line, than a wide 
mouthful of Ill-Manneis? Ot would my profeſſing my- 
ſolf a Satyrift give me a Title to wipe my fout Pen upon 
the Face of every Man I did not ike? Or would my Im. 
pudence be leſs Impudence in Verſe than in Proſe? or in 
private Company? What ought I to expect leſs, than 
that you would knock me down for it? unleſs the happy 
Weakneſs ot my Perſon might be my Protection? Why 


then may I'ndt inſſit, that Colley or Sawney in the Verſe 


would make no Differenee in the Batyr ! Now let us exa- 

mine how far there would be Truth in it on either Side. 
As to the fitſt Part of the Charge, the Lor: Why = 

we have both had him, and ſometimes the /me Lord; 


but as thete is neither Vice nor Folly in keeping our Bet- 


tefs Company, the Wit or Satyr of the Verſe can only 


point my Lord for keeping ſuch ordinary Company. 
Well, but if {6 ! then u fo, good Mr. Pope ? If either 
of us could he grod Company, our being profeſſed Poets, 
I hope, would be no Objection to my Lord's ſometimes 
making one with us! and though I don't pretend to write 
like you, yet all the Requiſites to make a good Compa- 


nion are not confined to Poetry! No, Sir, even a Man's 
in-oſfenſive Follies and Blunders may ſometimes have 
their Merits at the beſt Table; and in thoſe, I am ſure, 


you won't pretend to vie with me; Why then may not 
1 my 


—— * - IF, * 
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WE - my Lord be as much in the Right, in his ſometimes 
| chooſing Colley to laugh at, as at other Times in his pick- 
4 ing up Sawney, 'whom'he can only admire ? 
Thus far, then, I hope we are upon a Par; for the 
Lord, you ſee, will fit either of u. | 
As to the latter Charge, the Whore, there indeed, l 
doubt you will have the better of me; for I muſt own; 
18 | that I believe I know more of your whoring than' you dg 
of mine; becauſe I do not recolle& that ever I made you 
the leaſt Confidant in my Amours, though 1 have been 
very near an Eye-Witneſs of Fur. By the Way, 
gentle Reader, don't you think, to ſay only, -a Man hat 
his. Whore, without ſome particular Circumſtances to 
aggravate the Vice, is the flatteſt Piece of Satyr that 
ever fell from the Pen of Mr. Fope; becauſe (defendit 
numerus) take the fitſt ten thouſand Men you meet, and 
I believe, you would be no Loſer, if you betted ten to 
one that every ſingle Sinner of them, one with another, 
bad not been guilty of the ſame Frailty., But as Mr. 
Pope- has ſo particularly picked me out of the Number 
to make an Example of, Why may I not take the ſame 
Liberty, and even ſingle him out for another to keep 
me in Countenance? He muſt excuſe me, then, if in 
what I am going to relate, I am reduced to make bold 
with a little private Converſation: But as he has ſhewn 
no Mercy to Calley, why ſhould ſo unprovoked an Ag- 
greſſor expect any for himſelf? And if Truth hurts him, 
] can't help it. He may remember then, (or if he wont 
I will) when Button's Coffee Houſe was in vogue, and fo 
long ago as when he had not tranſlated above two or 
three Books of Homer, there was a late young Noble- 
man (as much his Lord as mine) who had a great Deal 
of wicked Humour, and who, though he was fond of 
having Wits in his Company, was' not ſo reſtrained 1 
* "Eh is 
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his Conſcience, but that he loved to laugh at any merry 
Miſchief he could do them: This noble Wag, I ſay, in 
his uſual Gayte de Czur, with another Gentleman till in 


myſelf as a Laugher, to a certain Houſe of carnal Re- 


him, at a Girl of the Game, that he might ſee what Sort 
of Figure a Man of © his Size, Sobriety, and Vigour (in 
Verſe) would make, when the frail Fit of Love had got 


ing Damſel who ſerved us with Tea, happened to have 
Charms ſufficient to tempt the little tiny Manhood of 
Mr. Fope into the next Room with her: At which you 


Ji may imagine his Lordſhip was in as much Joy at what 
ind might happen within, as our little Friend could probably 
* be in Poſſeſſion of it. But I (forgive me all ye 'mortified 


Mortals whom: his fell Satyr has ſince fallen upon) ob- 

ſerving he had ſtaid 25 long as wenden n af 15 

Health he ndight,” TIN 16 2217/6 
\Pricked' to it by fi Hint ng Love, 

As Skakeſpear ſays; without Ceremony, threw. open the 


Im It, pertly perchipg upon the Mount of Love! But 
ſuch was my Sur prize, that I fairly laid hold of his Heels, 
and actually drew him down ſaſe and ſound from his 
Danger. My Lord, who ſtaid tittering without, in Hopes 
the ſweet Miſchief he came for would have been com- 


in, began to curſe, and call me an hundred filly Puppies, 
for impertinestly ſpoiling the Sport; to which with 
great Gravity 1 replied, Pray, my Lord, confider what 
| have done was in Regard for the Honour of the Nation 
For would you have had ſo glorious 2 Work as that of 

N | Ang 


being, one Evening ſlily ſedueed Mr. Pope as a Wit, and 


creation, near the Hay-Market ; where his Lordſhip's 
Frolick-propoſed was to lip his little Homer, as be called 


into him; in which he ſo far ſucceeded, that the ſmirk- 


Door upon him, where found this.little haſty Hero, like a 


pleated, upon my giving an Account of the Action with- 


making Homer ſpeak excellent Engliſh, cut ſhott by lay. 
ing up our little Gentleman of a Malady, which his thin 
Body might never have been cured of? No, my Lord! {Wii 
Homer? would have been "too ſerious a Sacrifice to ous Wh 
Evening's Merriment. Now as his Homer. has fince been Wk 
happily compleated, who can ſay, that the World WS 
may not have been obliged to the Kindly Care of Cell; WW: 
that ſo great a Work ever came to Perfection? Na 
- And; now again, gentle Readef,. let it be judged, 
Whether the Lord and the Whore aboye-mentioned might WW "® 
net, with equal Jufliee, have been applied to ſober Saum YN! 
the Satyriſt, as th Cviliy the Criminal? z? 
:., Though I confeſs Rectithination to be but a: poor De- 
fence for one's Faults ;' yet when the Guilty are Actuſets, 
it ſeems but juſt to make Uſe of any Truth that may in- 
validate their Evidence: I therefore hope; whatever the 
ferious'Rexder "may think amiſs in this Story will be 
exe uſb; by my being 146 hatdly ditven ta tell it, 
_ +1] eoat& With too, It might be obſbrved; that whatever 
Faults I find with the Morals of Mr. Pepe, I charge none 
to his Poetical Capacity, hut Chieffy to his Rilthg Pa/- 
Jun, which id iv much bk Maſter, that we muſt allow, 
is inimitable Verſe: is generally warmeſt whete his too 
ond Indulgence of that Paſſion inſpires it. How much 
brighter ſtill thight that Genius ſhine, could it be equally 
E ar ons poet arReg 
© "Now though I may have leſs Reaſbn to complain of 
his Severity than many others, who may have leſs de- 
ſerved it; yet by his crowding me info ſo many Satyrs, it 
is plain his IIl-will is oftner at work upon poor Cibber, 
than upon any Mortal he has a Mind to make a Dunce, 
or a Devil of. And as there are but Half a Score Verſes 
where Cibber ſtill fills up the Numdets, and which I have 
not yet produced, I think it will pretty near make good 


my 


1 


la- ay Obſervation : Moſt of them, tis EW are * fight | 
thin WMarks of his Disfavour, that I can charge them with! 
ord! little more than 2 mere idle Liberty with my Name; ÞF 
our call therefore leave the greater Part of them without 
been arther Obfervation to make the moſt of their Meaning. 
/orld me few of them however (perhaps from my Want of 
Colley Judgment) ſeem to 2 as to want 2 little Expla- 
0 nation. | 
ized, In his Firſt Epiſtle of the Second Book of Herace, 
night vr. $6, - ſpeaking of the Uncertainty of the publick | 
wy i bigment upon Dramatick Authors, after naming the 
beſt, be concludes his Lift of them thus; 
But fer the Paſſions, Southern ſure, and Rowe. 


Des 
— Theſe, only theſe, ſupport the crowded Stage, 
y ins From eldeſt Heywood, down to Cibber's . 
er the Here he poſitively excludes Cibber from any Share in fu 


por ting the Stage as an Author; and yet, in the Lines im- 

Wnediately following, he ſeems to allow it him, by ſome- 
ever ing fo like a Commendation, that if it be one, it is 
none n the ſame Time a Contradiction to Cbber's being the 


ill be 


Pa. Dunce, Which the Dynciad has made of him. But I ap- 
in Wenn Verſes; here they are ver. 87. 
* << All this may be; the People's Voice is cdd, 
mud It is, and it is not the Poice of God, 
qually bw Gammer Gurton if- it 8 ive the Bays, 

nd yet deny The Careleſs Huſband Praiſe. 
10 4 Naw if The Careleſs Hufband deſerved: Praiſe, and had it, 
0 4 nuſt it not (without comparing it with the Works of the 
” 1 tbove-cited Authors) have had its Share in 
Col the Stage; which Mr. Pope might as well ha ve allowel 
"5; t to have had, ag ta have given the Commendation be 
Verſes hems-to de: I ſay (hit) becauſe his faying (if) the 
| have Pools denied it Praiſe, ſeems ta imply they had denied 
a e they bad we denied it, (hich 5 true) then bis 


Cenſure 


Arong Images, he gives us this--- 


L 32. J. 


Cenſure upon the People is falſe. Upon the Whole, the 


Meaning of theſe Verſes ſtand in ſo confuled a Light 
that I confeſs I do not clearly diſcern it. It is true, the 


late General . Dormer | intimated to me, that he believed 
Mr. Pope intended them as a Compliment to The Care!:/; 
Huſband ; but if it be 2 Compliment, I rather believe it 
was 2 Compliment to that Gentleman's Good-nature, 
who told me a little before this Epiſtle was publiſhed, 
that he had been making Intereſt for a little Mercy to 
his Friend Colley in it: But this, it ſeems, was all he 
could get for him. However, had his Wit ſtopt here, 
and ſaid no more of me, for that Gentleman's Sake, 1 
might have thanked him: But whatever Reſtraint he 
might be under then, after this Gentleman's Deceaſe we 


mall ſee he had none upon him: For now out comes a 


new Dunciad, where, in the firſt twenty Lines he takes 
2 freſh Lick at the Laureat ; as Fidlers and Prize-fighters 
always give us a Flouriſh before they come to the Tune 


or the Battle in earneſt, Come then, let us ſee what 
your mighty Mountain is in Labour of? Oh! here we 


have it! New Dun. ver. 20. Dulneſs mounts the Throne, 

Sc. and— | . e 
Soft in her Lap her Laureat Son reclines. 

Hah ! faſt aſleep it ſeems! No, that's a little too ſtrong. 

Pert and Dull at leaſt. you might have allowed me; but 


as ſeldom: aſleep as any Fool;----Sure your own Eyes 


could not be open, when ſo lame and ſolemn a Conceit 
came from you. What, am I only to be Dull, and Dull 
ſtill, and again, and for ever? But this, I ſuppoſe, is one 
of your Decies repetita placibit's, For, in other Words, 
you have really ſaid this of me ten Times before---No, 
it muſt be written in a Dream, and according to Dryden's 
Deſcription of dead Midnight too, where, among other 


Even 


-B 1. 
Even Luft and Envy ſleep. oO 

Now, Sir, had not Your Envy been as faſt as a fat Alder- 
man in Sermon-time, you would certainly have thrown 
out ſomething more ſpirited than ſo trite, a Repetition 
could come up to. But it is the Nature of Malevolence, 
it ſeems, when it gets a ſpiteful Saying by the End, not 
to be tired of it ſo ſoon as its Hearers are —- Well, and 
what then? you will ſay; it lets the World ſee at leaſt, 
that you are reſolved to write About me, and, About me, 
to the laſt. In ſine, Mr. Pope, this yawning Wit would 
make one think you had got into the Laureat's Place, and 


t he ere taking a Nap yourſeltt. 
e we But, n. there may be a concealed Brightneſs in 
nes 1 Wi this Verſe, which your Notes may more plainly illuſtrate: 


Let us ſee then what your fictitious Friend and Flatteter 
Sriblerus ſays to it. Why, firſt he mangles a Paragraph 
which he quotes from my. Apology for my own Life, 
Chap. 2. and then makes his particular Uſe of it. But 
41 have my Uſes to make of it as well as himſelf, I 
ſhall beg Leave to give it the Reader without his Caſtra- 
tions, He begins it thus: 


trong. « of this Poet,” t5c. 

> » but But —— — n Fx n 
| Eyes „ When I, therefore, find my Name, at length, in 
onceit * the Satyrical Works of our moſt celebrated living 
1d Dull « Author” —— r i PEO 

, 15 one Now, Sir, I mult beg your Pardon, but I cannot think 
Words R was your meer Modeſty that left out the Title I have 
No, pen you, becauſe you have ſo often ſuffered your Friend 
Dryden iS riblerus (that is yourtelt) in your Notes to make you 


Jou had ſo often befoul'd my Name in your Satyrs, I 
Wd ſtill give you the Language due to 2 Gentleman, 
F EOS | which, 


** When 1 find my Name in the Satyrical Works 
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-mpliments of a much higher Nature. But, perhaps, 
Jou were unwilling to let the Reader obſerye, that though 
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0 hich, bende at the fame Time too, might have put 
him in Mind of the poor and pitiful Return vou have 
made to it. But to go on with our r Paragraph He 
again continues it thus 

I never look upon it as any Malice meant to me, 

but Profit to himſelf” —— 

But where is my Parentheſis, Mr. Filch ? If you arc 
aſhamed of it, I have no reaſon to be fo, and therefore 
the Reader ſhall have it : My Sentence then runs thus — 

I never look upon thoſe Lines as Malice meant to 

me (for he knows I never provoked it) &c. 
Theſe laſt Words indeed might have ſtared you too full 
in the Face, not to have put your Conſcience out of 
Countenance. But a Wit of your Intrepidity, I ſee, is 
above that vulgar Weakneſs. 

After this ſneaking Omiſſion, you have ſtill the ſame 
Scruple againſt ſome other Lines in the Text to come: 
But as you ſerve your Purpoſes by leavirg them out, you 
muſt give me Leave to ſerve mine by ſupplying them, I 
ſhall therefore give the Reader the reſt entire, and only 


mark What you do not chute ſhould be known i in alicks, 


viz. 

One of his Points muſt be to have many Readers: He. 
2. ang that my Face and Name are more known 
than thoſe of many Thouſands of more Conſequence in the 
© Kingdom, that, therefore, right or wrong, a Lick at 
% Laureat will always be a ture Bait, ad captandum vul- 
« gus, to catch him little Readers: And that to gratij; 
« the Unlearned, by now and then interſperſing theſe merry 
« Sacrifices of an old Acquaintance to their Taſte, ina Fic! 
: of quite right Poetical Craft.“ | 

Now, Sir, is there any I hing i in this Paragraph (which 
you have 10 maimed and ingered at) that taken all toge- 


tber, could merit the i injurious Reet pt ion you have glv en 
it; 


i 3 1 


it: Ought J, for this, to have had the ſtale Affront of 

Dull, and Impudent, repeated upon me? or could it have 
eſſened the Honour of your Underſtanding, to have 
taken this quiet Reſentment of your frequent ill Uſage 
ne, in good Part ? Or had it not rather been a Mark of your 


juſtice and Generoſity, not to have purſued me with 
freſh Inſtances of your Ill-will upon it? or, on the con- 


trary, could you be ſo weak as to envy me the Patience I 
was Matter of, and therefore could not bear to be, in any 
Light, upon amicable Terms with me? ' 1 hope your 


ys Temper is not ſo unhappy as to be offended, or in Pain, 
full when your Inſults are returned with Civilities? or ſo 
of vainly uncharitable as to value yourſelf for laughing at 
i my Folly, in ſuppoſing you never had any real malicious 
: Intention againſt me? No, you could not, ſure, believe 
the World would take it for granted, that every low, vile 
11 Thing you have ſaid of me was evidently true? How 
ach then can you hold. me in ſuch Deriſion for finding your 
1 Freedom with my Name, a bettet Excuſe than you your- 
1 ſelf are able to give, or are willing to accept of? or, ad- 
nl; mitting that my deceived Opinion of your Goodneſs was 
BY { much real Simplicity and Ignorance, was not even 
| That, at leaſt, pardonable ? Might it not have been taken 
lle. in a more fayourable Senſe by any Man of the leaſt Can- 
Own dour or © Humanity ? But ---- I am afraid, Mr, Pope, 
| the the ſeverely different Returns you have made to it, are 
K at Indications of a Heart I want a Name for. 
vul- Upon the Whole, while you are capable of giving 
ali, ſuch a trifling Turn to my Patience, I ſee but very little 
nere Hopes of my ever removing your Prejudice; for in your 
Picct Notes to the above Paragraph (to which 1 refer the 
| Reader) you treat me more like a rejected Flatterer, than 
-hich a Criticx. But, 1 hope, you now find that 1 have, at 
oge⸗ af taken off that Imputation, by my uſing no Reſerve 
on, 74 | in 


F 39 | 
in in ſhewing the World from what you have ſaid of Mz, 
what I think of Du. Had not therefore this laſt Uſage 

. of me been ſo particular, I ſcarce believe the Importunity 
of my Friends; or the Inclination! have to gratify them, 

would have prevailed with me to have taken this public 

Notice of whatever Names) you had formerly called me. 

I have but one Article more of your high-ſpirited 

Wit to examine, and then I ſhall cloſe our Account, In 


ver. 524, of the Kann Poem, you -HAYE this Expreſ- 
ſion, vi z. | 


Cibberian Forehead —— 

By which I find you modeſtly mean Cibber's wen 
And, by the Place it ſtands in, you offer it as a Sample 
of the /tronge/t Impudence. ir, your humble Servant, 
——But pray, Sit, in your Epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthmt, 
(where, by the Way, in your ample Deſcription of a 
Great Poet, you. lily Rook i in a whole Hat-full of Vir- 
tues to your own, Character) have you not this particular 
Line amon them; vg. 

And thought a Lye, in Verſe or Proſe the ſame. 
Now, Sir, if you can get all your Readers to believe 
me as Impudent as you make me, your Verſe with the 
Lye, in it, may have 2 good Chance to be thought true : 
If not, the Lye in your Verſe, will never get out of it. 

© This, I conſeſs, is only arguing with the ſame Confi- 
55 that you ſornetimes write ; that is, we both flatly 
frirm, and equally expect to be believed. But here, in- 
deed, your Talent has ſomething the better of me; for 
any Accuſation, 1 in ſmooth Verſe, will always ſound well, 
though it is not tied down to have a Tittle of Truth in 
it; when the ſtrongeſt Defence i in poor humble Proſe, 
oY having that harmonious Advantage, takes nobody 
by the Ear, And yet eyery one muſt allow this may be 


very. Hard POR; an innocent Man; tor ſuppoſe, in Proſe 
now, 
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now, 1 were as confidently, to. inſiſt, that vou were an 
Honeſt, Good-natured, Inoffenſive. Creature, would my. 
barely faying ſo be any Proof of it? No, ſure! Why 
then might it not be ſuppoſed an equal Truth, that both 
our Aﬀertions were equally falſe ?: Yours, when you called 
me Impudent ; Mine, when J call you Meode/t, &c. If, 
indeed, you, could ſay, that with a remarkable Shyneſs, 
| had avoided any Places, of publick Reſort, or that I 
had here met with Coldneſs, Re proof, Inſult, or any of 
the uſual Rebuffs that Impudence is liable to, or had been 
reduced to retire from that Part of the World I had im- 
pudently offended, your Cibberian Forehea, then might 
have been as juſt and as ſore a Brand as the Hangman 
could have applied, to me. But as I am not yet under 
not, hat Misfortune, and while the generous Benevolence of 
my Superiors ſtill ſuffers me to ſtand my Ground, or o- 
7 ly to fit down with them, I hope it will be thought, 
that rather the Papal, than the Cibberian Forehead, 
ought to be out of Countenance, But it is Time to have : 
done with you. 
In your Adyertiſement to your firſt Satyr of your ; Ty 
cond Book of Horace, you have this juſt Obſervation; . 


Toa. ue Sari, nothing is fo odious as a Libeller. 


Now, that you. are often an admirable Satyriſt, no Man 
f true Taſte can deny : But, that you are always a. 
tue (that is a t) one, is a Queſtion not yet decided in 
dur Favour, I. ſhall not take upon me to prove the In- 
Ines of your Pen, which, many candid Readers, in the 
ebalf of others, complain of: But if the groſs Things 
u have {aid of ſo inconſiderable a Man as myſelf, have. 
keeded the limited Province of a true Satyriſt, they are 
licient to have forfeited your Claim to that Title. For 
Manz from his being admitted the beſt Poet, imagines 
| * | himſelf 
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his Genius, by ſo. injurious a Pride and Self-ſufficiency ? 


[3] 


himfelf ſo much lifted above the World, that he has x 
Right to tun a muck, and make Sport with the Cha- 
racters of all Ranks of People, to ſoil and begrime every 
Face that is obnoxious to his ungovernable Spleen or 
Envy; can ſo vain, ſo inconſiderate, ſo elated an Inſo- 
lence, amongſt all the Follies he has laſh'd and laugh'd 
at, find a Subject fitter for Satyr than himſelf? How 
many other different good Qualities ought ſuch a Temper 
to have in Balance of this One bad one, this Abuſe of 


And though it muſt be granted, that a true Genius never 
grows in à barren Soil, and therefore implies, that great 
Parts and Knowledge only. could have produced it; yet 
it muſt be allowed too, that the faireſt Fruits of the 
Mind may loſe a great deal of their naturally delicious 


Taſte, when blighted by Ill- nature. How ſtrict a Guard 
then ought the true Satyriſt to ſet. upon his private Paſ- 
fions! How clear a Head! a Heart how candid, how 
impartial, how incapable of Injuſtice ! What Integrity 
of Life, what general Beneyolence, what exemplary 
Virtues. ought that happy Man to be Maſter of, who, 
from ſuch ample Merit, raiſes himſelf to an Office of 
that Truſt.and Dignity, as that of our Univerſal Cenſor? 
A Man fo qualiſied, indeed, might be a truly publick 
Benefit, ſuch à one, and only ſuch 2 one, might have 
an unconteſted Right 


* point the Pen, 
Bede the bold Front of ſhameleſs, guilty Men ; 
© Daſh the proud Gameſter, in kis gilded Car, 
Bare the mean Heart that Turks beneath a Star. 
But * ſhould another (though of equal Genius) whoſe 
Mind were either” ſoured by IIl- nature, perſonal Preju- 
dice, or the Luſt of Railing, ufurp that Province to the 


Ab: aſe, of it; not all his pompous Power of _— 
lie 
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{eld him from as odious a Cenſure, as ſuch, his guilty 
Pen could throw upon the Innocent, or undeſerving to | 
be landered. What then muſt be the Conſequence ? 
Why naturally this: That ſuch an Indulgence of his 
paſſions, ſo let looſe upon the World, would, at lat, re- : 


J- 1 
4 duce bim to fly from it! For ſure the Avoidance, the 
5 Slights, the ſcouling Eyes of every mix'd Company he 
er might fall into, would be a Mortification no vain- glorious 
of Man would ſtand, that had à Retreat from it. Here 
y! then, let us ſuppoſe him an involuntary Philoſopher, af- 
He feting to be —— Nunguam minus ſolus, quam cum ſoluxß 
eat ne ver in better Company than when alone. But as 
yet you have well obſerved in your Eſſay | 2 

the Not always Actions ſbew the Man —- 

00 Not therefore humble He, who ſeeks Retreat, . 
ard Guilt guides his Steps, and makes kim ſpun the Great. 
Paſ- (beg your Pardon, I have made a Miſtake; you-Verſe 
3 ſays Pride guides his Steps, Sc. Which indeed makes 
rity the Antitheſis to Humble much ſtronger, and more to 
lacy WL 2 Purpole ; but it will ſerve mine as it is, ſo the 
75 Error is ſcarce worth a Correction.) But to return to our 
oy datyrical Exile, Whom. though we have ſuppoſed 
(or? to be oftner alone than an inoffenfive Man would. wiſh 
blick to be, yet we muſt imagine that the Fame of his Wit 
kk would ſometimes bring him Company: For Wits, like 


handſome Women, though they with one another at 
the Devil, are my Dear, and my Dear! whenever they 
meet; nay, ſome Men are ſo fond of Wit, that they 
would mix with the Devil himſelf if they could laugh 
with him: If therefore any of this careleſs Caſt came to 
whoſe bill an Hour with him, how would his ſmilling Verſe 


Preju- = over the Curſe of his Confinement, and with 2 
| to the owing animated Vanity, commemorate the peculiar 
ſe could Honours they had paid him? 1 


But 
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But alas! would his high Heart be contented, in his 
havitig the Choice of his edu dtanee ſo limited ? ? How 
many for their Friends, others tor themſelves, and ſome 
100 in the Dread of their, being the future Objects of his 
Spleen,” would he feel had undeſired the Knowledge or 
the Sight of him] But what is all this to You, Nr. Pope? 
For, as Shakeſpear ſays, Let. the galled Horſe WINCe, our 
Withers are umbrung! But however, if it be not too 
late, it can do you no Harm to look about you: For if 
this 18 not as your Condition, I remember, many Years 
ago, to have ſeen you, though in a leſs Degree, in 2 
Sorape; that then did not look as if 1 you would. be long 
out of anothef. When you ufed to pals your Hours at 
Button's, you were even there remarkable for your fa- 
tirical Itch of Provocation; ſcarce was there: à Gentle- 
man of any Pretention to Wit, whom your unguarded 
Femper had not fallen upon, in ſome biting Epigram; 
among which you once caught a Paſtoral Tartar, whoſe 
Reſentment, that your Puniſhment might be proportioned 
to the Smart of your Poetry, had ſtuck up A Birchen 
Rod in the Room, to be ready whenever you might come 
within the Reach of it; and at this Rate you writ and 
rallied, and writ on, till you thy med yourſelf quite out of 
the Coffee -houſe. But if Solitude pleaſes you, who ſhall 
ſay you are not in the right to enjoy it? Perhaps too, by 
this Time, you may be upon à Par with Mankind, and 
care as little for theit Company, as they do for yours; 


though rather hope you have choſen to be fo ſhut up, 


in order to make yourſelf a better Man. If you ſucceed 


in that, you will indeed be, what nobody elfe, in haſte 
will be, A better Poet than you Are. And io, Sir, Iam, 


juſt as much as you . me to be, 


- 


2 " Your humble Servant, 
| Jah 7, 1742. 
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